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a warm effusion, because circumstances might not have
brought the personal career, the personal traits, the personal
affectionate disposition of great men, to the close and
general observation of the people at large. But of General
Sherman no.such observation could be truly made. What-
ever of affection and of grief Senators might feel was felt,
perhaps, more intensely in the hearts of the whole people.
To observers of his death, as they had been of his life,
General Sherman had been yesterday the most celebrated
living American. He was now added to that longer and
more illustrious list of celebrated men of the country for
the hundred years of National life. One star differed from
another star in glory, but yet all of those stars had a glory
to which nothing- could be added by eulogy, and from
which nothing could be taken away by detraction. They
shone in their own effulgence, and borrowed no light from
honor or respect It had been said already that General
Sherman was the last of the commanders. If those who
had passed out of life still watched over and took interest in
what transpired in this world (and no ong doubted it), what
great shades must have surrounded the death-bed of Gen-
eral Sherman! And who could imagine a greater death-
bed for a great life than that which had been watched.over
in a neighboring city during the week? It had been
reserved for him (Mr. Evarts) at the declining hour of the
day, as a Senator from the State which General Sherman
had honored by his late home, and in which he had died,
to move, out of respect to his memory, that the Senate do
now adjourn.

Lawrence Barrett, the eminent actor, paid this eloquent
tribute to liis friend in the columns of The New York
Tribtine:

"The funeral cortege has passed.   The emblems of war,ays findple have st6od inhe heart to
